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"AW, c'mon, Mom!" Jerry Parrish begged.

J\_"Let me go with Dad tonight, huh?
Please?"

Mrs. Parrish, wiping: the dinner dishes, was
firm. "No, Jerry! I don't mind your riding with

your father on short trips, but this is an over-

night drive, and . .
."

"That's just why I want to go!" Jerry said

excitedly. "I've never driven with Dad at night

and I want to see how he does it! Gosh, I don't

have to be in school 'til Monday and if I'm

gonna be in the trucking business when I grow
up, I ought to know . .

."

"We want you to be more than a truck driver

when you grow up," his mother said sternly.

"Now, please stop talking about it!"

But she couldn't stop Jerry from thinking

about the big Diesel trailer rig his father

owned and drove. Some day, Jerry thought —
he knew—~he was going to own a whole fleet of

the huge trucks, hauling goods all over the coun-

try. He read every trucking magazine his father

brought home and everything in the newspapers
about the vast truck transportation business.

"Well, can I go down to the warehouse and

see him off?" he asked. "There's nothing wrong
with that, is there?"

Mrs. Parrish smiled. "Of course not, Jerry.

Run right along, but don't forget your slicker

and rubbers. It's very stormy tonight."

Almost before she finished talking, Jerry was
into his rain things and out of the house, run-

ning through the downpour toward the ware-

house where his father's truck was being

loaded for the overnight run north.

In the warehouse, his father's huge truck

stood at the open driveway doors, its powerful

motor idling softly, the door of the big cab

open. Jerry looked around, and saw his father

near the tail gate, checking the list of his load

with the loading meji. Suddenly, without think-

ing about it, Jerry clambered up the steps into

the cab, over the seat, and into the bunk behind
it, where he crawled under a blanket.

He just had to go along with his father on a
night run, to see what it was like. His mother
couldn't seem to understand how much it meant
to him. And anyhow, he'd be with his father,

and they could telephone back home from the

first stop.

The door of the cab slammed, the Diesel en-

gine roared with the power of 300 horses and
Jerry was bumped from side to side in his hid-

ing place as the truck went down the driveway
and turned, heading for the truck route

through the city. Slowly the noise of the city

traffic around them diminished; the sound of

the huge tires worked up to a high whine and
Jerry knew they were on the highway at last.

He threw off the blanket and said happily, "Hi,

Dad!"
His father whirled, one hand on the wheel,

the other gripping the heavy wrench that al-

ways rode beside him. "Jerry! I thought you
were a hijacker! Come down here!"

As Jerry climbed down, his father turned to

watch the road and said sternly, "Does your
mother know you've come with me?"

"Well, no, Dad," Jerry said. "I thought we
could telephone her, so she won't worry. But I

just had to come along with you, to see what an

overnight run is like!"

"You would pick tonight!" his father said

grimly. "Haven't you heard what this rain is

doing to the roads and bridges? It's going to be

tough to get through, too tough to be taking

care of you. And this load lias to go through, so

I can't turn around and take you back!"

-"Gosh, Dad, I didn't know the roads were so

bad, but I won't be any trouble, honest!"

His father's stern face softened as he

glanced at Jerry sideways. "You're really sold



on this trucking business, aren't you? Well, so

am I, but maybe after tonight you'll decide on

a job where you can just sit behind a desk."

At the first gas station, Mr. Parrish jumped

out and hurriedly telephoned home. Then

they were on their way again. As the big truck

roared through the stormy night, Jerry's

father flicked on the radio.

"...heavy rains continue in the northern

part of the State," the announcer was saying.

"The Haie River is at flood stage and the High-

way 40 bridge may go out at any moment. . .

.

Highway 26 is flooded at Dove City . . . slides

have closed Highway 62 south of Roperville. .

."

Jerry's father switched off the set and

glanced at him. "See what we're up against? I

think I have a good route laid out, but in this

weather you can't tell what might happen."

Hour after hour, Jerry began to realize more

and more what the trucking business was

really like, as his father wrestled the big

wheel, shifted up and down through the many

gears, skillfully guiding the monster vehicle

through the downpour. But through it all,

Jerry still didn't change his mind. Some day

he'd own lots of trucks like this — dozens,

maybe hundreds. . .

Rounding a turn, red lights suddenly flashed

ahead of them and Jerry's father applied the

hissing air brakes. A sign, ROAD CLOSED,,

blocked the road. A State Trooper left his car

and walked up to the cab, rain streaming from

his stiff-brimmed Stetson and down his glisten-

ing rubber poncho. "Can't get through this un-

derpass. Turn back!" he ordered.

Jerry's father pulled his loading papers from
his pocket. "This is Government stuff—high

priority! I've got to get through!"

The Trooper glanced through the papers.

"You're right, but there's six feet of water in

that underpass. You'd drown your motor. Tell

you what, the County road back there would

take you around, but there's an underpass

that. . .
."

"Never mind. Trooper! We'll make it!" his

father called. And as he swung the wheel in the

ticklish job of turning the huge truck around

on the highway, Jerry's heart swelled with

pride. His father had said we'll make it—he

and Jerry!
The County road was a narrow, twisting

blacktop, treacherously slippery, but Jerry's

father drove it with deft sureness. They would

make it, Jerry knew! Then the truck began to

slow down. "What's wrong, Dad?" he asked,

peering through the streaming windshield.

"That Trooper started to say something
about an underpass and this is it!"

"There's not much water in it, Dad!" Jerry

said. "We can make it!"

"But look at that sign up there!" his father

pointed. "The clearance through it is 13 feet,

six inches and we stand 13 feet, eight inches

high ! We can't make it ! We can't get through !"

"Isn't there some other way around, Dad?"
Jerry asked anxiously.

"No! According to the radio reports, this

road is our only chance. We're stuck and just

because we're only two inches too high!"
"But it's not your fault, Dad!" Jerry said.

"The rain kept us from . .
."

"The Government won't take that for an ex-

cuse. This stuff is badly needed. I've- been try-

ing for a long time to get a Government hauling
contract and if I can't deliver the goods this

time, do you think they'll try me again?"
"Wait a minute, Dad!" Jerry said excitedly.

"The Government . . and hauling stuff they
need! Don't you remember the story about. the

truckload of ammunition that was stuck during
the War and the driver , .

."

Jerry's father stared at him. Then he
laughed. "Now I do! Come on, son, let's go!"
Half an hour later, the big rig rolled into a

filling station, and Jerry and his father got

out. "How's the road to Victory City?" Mr.
Parrish asked the attendant. "Still passable?"

"Sure, it's high ground all the way.

You'll . .
." Then theiman stopped, and stared at

the truck. "Say, what happened to all your
tires ?"

"That's why we're here," Jerry's father

grinned. "To have you blow 'em up. And that's

the only reason we made it here," he added,

patting Jerry on the shoulder. "My boy here is

going to be a trucker when he grows up, if he
still wants to and he'll be a good one. He re-

membered that old trick about the tires. You
know that underpass down the road, with the

13 foot, six inch clearance. Well, we stand 13

feet, eight inches high, and we just had to get

through, so we let most of the air out of the

tires!"
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